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heavy hand of some invisible conqueror, looked down upon
the company from his high perch.
'There was a picture of him on the purple cover of a magazine
which this group of men, under the inspiration of my father,
filled with pages of prose which, I had decided once and for all,
held no interest for me. The reason I gave myself was the
absence of illustrations and stories, though, after all these
years, I realize that my indifference was dictated by some ob-
scure prejudice which, in those days, prevented me from even
wanting to know how my father's mind was working. The
fact of the matter is that I was frightened of that sad thinker
wrestling with a feeling of nostalgia for the chains he had
thrown off.
'One afternoon in June, Madame Etinger took me into a
church, telling me to sit quietly on a chair and wait for her.
I saw her make her genuflexion in the Choir, and then move
to the right and vanish. The gloomy surroundings were un-
familiar to me, but, from the very first moment, I found the
fragrance sweet, and sweet the cellar-like coolness. The
shadows of darting swifts streaked the stained-glass windows.
I was completely alone. The noises of the tumultuous suburb
broke in waves against this island of silence. I made myself
as small as possible, and dared not move. I did not know that
my father had cast off the yoke of the Master of this house,
after serving Him for many years in books which he was now
engaged in refuting. He had been a lecturer at the Catholic
Institute of N . .. , but a thesis on the Symbolism of Dogmas
had led to his resignation. He had abandoned his home. Some-
where I have grown-up brothers and a sister, but I have never
seen them. My mother, a Polish student, never lost her faith,
and died slowly of his sin, as of a cancer. . . /
Once again Augustin stopped speaking.  The gleam in